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To the Right HoxnouRABLE the 


EARL of Cheſterfield. 


My LORD, 
HIL E anxious Europe trembled with 


Alarms, 


40 We ( 1 And all her num'rous Nations ruſh'd 
| to Arms, | 


* The Muſe embolden'd, caught the facred Fire, 
* Andto her Country's Honour wak'd the Lyre. 
At the great Theme to unknown Heights ſhe roſe, 
* And Thee, O Cheſterfield ! her Patron choſe, 

A 2 Nor 


141 
Nor knew to whom ſo juſtly ſhe might tell 

« Her Flights, as you who ſing yourſelf fo well, 
« Add, who ſo greatly in thoſe Councils ſhare, 
« Which form'd our Peace, or prompted us to War, 
* And firſt, I ſung how glorious was the Fight 
From broken Vows, and violated Right. 


Then thus purſu'd the Theme with ſtrong Deſire, 
And mixt the Poets with the Patriots Fire. 


Wich Wars let others gaul their groaning Land, 
For mighty Empires, and a wide Command | 
Fir'd with ambitious Rage : and madly brave | 
Lay waſte whole Nations, and Mankind enſlave: | 
Inſpir'd, and aided by the Pow'rs Divine, 
A nobler Motive Britain ] ſtill was thine ; 


Thy 


2 RR 
[5s] 

Thy Rights to guard, thy Commerce to reſtore 

From Treaties broken, and offenſive Pow'r. 

or thy white Croſs aloft in Air to ſpread, 

Where fair Religion droops her rev'rend Head, 

Beneath that Sign the haughty Foe to dare, | 

And truſt the dreadful Violence of War, | 

Hence thy fair Fame unblemiſh'd yet appears, 

And ſpreads ſtill wider with the Length of Years: | 

Hence do thy Arms fucceed, and round thy Coaſt, 

Kings great in War thy ſtrong Alliance boaſt. 

The beauteous Seine her warlike Pow'rs alarms, 

And calls her ardent Heroes forth to Arms, 

Immortal Seine ! on whoſe green Border glows 

The Grape nectareous, and the Vintage flows, 

Wich theſe to War the Dane indignant flies, 

And the Suede Arms beneath the Northern Skies, 

Where 
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Where hoary Winter, with his icey Chain, 
Binds the rough Billows, and controuls the Main. 
Where from che View the lucid Proſpects grow, 
Wide Waſts and Mountains of eternal Snow! 

Oer Seas of Ice the rattling Chariots roll, 
And brandiſh'd Lances glitter to the Pole. 
So Mars armipotent inflames his Holt, 
Dreadful in Arms on Thracia's frozen Coaſt ; _ 
When rouz d to Rage he ſhakes his horrid Shield, 
Immortal Frame! and withers all che Field. 


- 


Wou'd'ſt thou, O Cheſterfield, in loftier Strains, 
Sing the fierce Warriours ifluing to the Plains; 
In ſpeaking Paint bid our bold Heroes riſe, 
And the long Glorics of our firm Allies: 
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With the fierce Haſtan grace the great Deſign ; 
Make Belgia's Fame thro' diſtant Ages ſhine, 

Or ſay, what Schemes our furious Foes prepare, 
What Nations plunge into the Tide of War : 
Where the proud German tow'rs upon his Throne, 
Or wide Heria glows beneath the Sun; 
Or where cold Yoga pours into the Seas, 
Where, clad in Furs, the barb'rous Ryſian ſtrays : 
And where, ſurrounded with inclement Skies, 
Theſe wou'd'ſt chou Sing, the Muſe fecure of Fame, 
Wh deathleſs Laurels wou'd o'erſhade thy Name. 


Then, when devouring Time, and eating Ruſt 


Waſte the blank Medal, and the ſhapeleſs Buſt ; 
When ſpeaking Monuments their Charge give o'er, 
When Arches bend, and Columns riſe no more; 

O 


181 . 
Or mouldring filent o'er the Great Man's Grave, F * 
Deſtroy thoſe Honours they were rais'd to ſave ; | '/ Fe 


Ambicion ſmiling, ſhall her Glories fee, - - © | « 
| Reſcued from Death, and ever fair in Thee. 
« Thus Sung the Muſe, impatient to reſign - || * 


The Theme, unequal to the bold Deſign. 

« But nobler Views your glowing Thoughts poſſeſst 
« In Plans for War, or Schemes for Europe's Ret ; 
« Thro' the deep Maze of Politicks to run, c 
And raiſe the Glories of the Britij/h Throne. 
« Yet ſure, ſaid I, ſome Bard of mighty Name, 
« With Cares uncumber'd, ſhall advance the Theme ; 
Show Britain pow'rful o'er the Wiles of Spain, 

And the new Glories of a Brunfwick's Reign; l 


40 Then 
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Then, a8 in juſt, Proportion riſe the Laies, | 
in Voice ſhall ting with Carolina's Praiſe. | 


« Thus Worlds unborn ſhall ſee with glad Surprize, 
The beautequs Series of Her Honours riſe — 
Each urg d a vain Excuſe: For with Delight 
“ Patrons wou d liſten, wou d our Poets write. 

« Slow as I was to Sing, I roſe once more 

« To the great Task, and ran our Triumphs o'er 
„ Indiſtane Ages paſt, our Arms, oug Art, 

« Our GreatFore-fathers moſt unconquer'd Hearts; 
* With God's Days compar'd each glorious 


Reign, 


« But moſt Eliaa s, and thus flow'd the Strain. 


Methinks e en now thoſe golden Days I view, 
Joys undiſturb'd, and Pleaſures ever new ! 


B When 


10 
When the glad People wak d to Joy again, 
Free d from the Popiſh Yoke, and proud Maria Reign. 
Ungen rous Queen ! — But may devouring Age 
Waſte the black Series of thy Tyrant Rage ; 
May dark Oblivion o'er thy Crimes prevail, - 
And deepeſt Shades enwrap the horrid Tale ! 


To thee, Eliza ! What does Albion owe ! 
Wip'd by thy Hand her Sortow ceas'd to flow, 
Earth's fartheſt Shores our riſing Honours ſee, 
Our Arms Victorious, and our Commerce Free. 
O ! cou'd the Muſe in worthy Lines relate 
A Reign ſo glorious, and a Queen ſo great, 
Again ſhou'd Spain all Europe's Pow'rs alarm, 
And fall again beneath a Briz;/þ Arm. 


The 


he 


| Her Velnsof Silver, and her Golden Coaſt. 


(1 ] 
The Warring Hoſt in Verſe ſhou'd ever ſhine, - - 
The proud Armada floating on the Cree. 


As then, O Britain ! ſhall thy Force reſtrain 
The Fears of Europe, and the Pride of Spain, 
While with wiſe Councils Brunſwick ſways thy Land, 
And guards thy People with his ſaving Hand, 
Potofi's Mines her Armies to ſuſtain, 

Shall teem with Treaſures, and grow Rich in vain, 
In vain Peru her glitt'ring Stores ſhall boaſt 


Peru ] by Nature's warm Indulgencg bleſs d, 
The faireſt Daughter of the fruitful Weſt. 
How happy once was thy exalted State, 


Great in thy Fortunes, yet obſcurely Great ! 


B 2 To 
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To S Tolls thy ſable Sons reſign'd, ,, 
From Infults guarded, from the World wind; 
Free, undiſturb'd in Innocence, and Eaſe, 
Saw their Fields flouriſh, and their Towns increaſe, 
Then Structures roſe ſtupendous to behold. 
With Silver roof d, and lin'd with beaten Gold. 
Till lawleſs Rapine laid thoſe Glories waſt, 
The Riches raviſh'd, and the Domes defac'd. 
In vain in Bitterneſs of Heart complain, 
The harmleſs Natives midſt their Bleſſings lain ; 
Whole Millions fink beneath the Victor's Ire, 


And ſlaughter d Nations in one Groan expire: 
Potofi's Mines with purple Ruin flow'd, 

And Chili's weeping Mountains ſtream'd with Blood. 
So rav'nous Wolves in Night's ſurrounding Shade, 

| How! thro' the Vallics, and the Flocks invade, 


The 


L513 
In plaititive Murmars, die along the Skies. 
Some from the wide-deſtroying Havock haſt 
To che wild Defart, and the dreary Waſt ; 
Or, gall'd with Chains their ruin'd Realms ſurvey, 
And their vaſt Treaſures, now the Victors Prey. 


Henee with vain Pride the daring Spaniard tow'rs, 
And threats, O Europe! thy ſerener Hours, | 
Yet ceaſe at length imperious Monarch, ceaſe ; 
Calm be thy Days, and laſting be thy Peace ! 
Can Chriſtian Kings a real Pleaſure gain 
From Nations bleeding, and from Armies flain ? 
And ſee | the Heav'ns Britanma's Fleets engage 
To thwart thy Councils, and controul thy Rage, - 


While 


[14 ] 
While aw'd to Diſtance from the Coaſts of Spain = 
Thy Wealth lay uſeleſs, and thy Treaſures vain. 


Thou too Germania ! whoſe extenſive Sway 
Unnumber'd States, and ſcepter'd Pow'rs obey ; 
Who urg'd by Fury, and to War reſign' d, 
Unfurl'ſt th' imperial Banner to the Wind: 
While Dreams of Conqueſt in thy Boſom roll, 
And unfought Battles ſwell thy mighty Soul, 
Forgetful now, who warr'd for thee alone, 

And fix d the Glories of thy falling Throne. 
When Ax NA ſhone Eurapa's friendly Star, 
And Maribro thunder d thro' the Ranks of War. 
See-injur'd Britain, with collected might, 

Thro' Juſtice bold, tenacious of her Right, 


In 
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In dreadful Pomp her Naval Force diſplays, 
To waſt her Warriours o'er her ſubject Seas. 
O riſe, ye Britons / riſe illuſtrious Race, 
Whom well-fought Fields, and mighty Battles grace; 
Pour all your Vengeance on yon guilty Shore, 
There fly your Lightnings, and your Thunders roar! 
Rouze the fierce Monarch from his golden Dreams, 
Offenſive Treaties, and inglorious Schemes : 
Till, Peace reſtor d, fair Commerce raiſe her Head, 
And o er the Ocean her wide Empire ſpread: 
Till the glad Nations of the Earth ſhall ſee 
To ev'ry People, ev ry Harbour free. 
Thou then, O Thames / ſhall't view, with 2 
The World's proud Treaſures load thy ſwelling Tide; 
Whate'er Arabia breaths from all her Shores, 
Her balmy Odours, and her ſpicy Stores : 

And 


| 
„ 
[ 
| 
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And the ſoft Fleeces fair Iberia boaſts, 


Where Flocks unnumber d wander o'er the Coaſts, | 


As Streams unfurniſh'd with a due Supply, 
Shrink from their Banks, and leave their Channel dry: 
But when a kind refreſhing Rain returns, 

Roll in full Tides forth-guſhing from their Urns ; 
With brighter Verdure deck the flow'ry Plain, 
Delightful Proſpect to che lab ring Swain! 

Fair Commerce thus ſhall happier Seafons know, 
Her Honours flouriſh, and her Riches flow : 

War then, and Rage ſhall quit each bleeding Shore, 
And reſtleſs Diſcord wound the World no more. 
Or in ſome barb'rous Climes her Pow'rs proclaim, 
There rage her Scorpions, and her Torches flame: 
Climes far remote, and barren Wilds that lie 


Where colder Suns ſcarce warm the frozen Sky. 


Or 
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Or where moſt Eaſt a ſavage People ſtrays, 

Where Titan revels with his fierceſt Rays ; 

A loathſome Kind, a baſe degenerate Train, 

That ſcarce can boaſt the Godlike Stamp of Man. 

Thus laſting Joys ſhall crown the Britiſh Shore, © 

And beauteous Commerce veil her Charms no more: 

Before her Face ſhall Peace indulgent fly, 

And wave her fragrant Olives midſt the Sky: 

„ | Behind, rich Plenty ſhall her Train adorn, 
Diffuſe her Bleſſings, and exalr her Horn, 


* 
3 


| Ye guardian Angels! Ye eternal Pow'rs ! 
By whom the Britons muſt enjoy theſe Hours ; 
Who watch our Honours, and our Fates ſurvey, 
And guard our Glory in the dreadful Day; 

O now exert your more peculiar Care, 


Or | Now while we wait the horrid Shock of War ; 
| | C Round 


IE 4 


1 


Vou to his Arms ſubdu'd the Gallic Hoſt, 


1 81 
Round Albion s Throne your golden Plumage ſpread, 
And guard from Dangers, George's royal Head. 
By you ſecur d, Immortal + Henry rode 
Thro' Fields of Death, and Seas of hoſtile Blood. 


And bore the Conqu'ror o'er Jerne's Coaſt. 


Hence mighty * Edward! ſpreads thy martial Fame 
And blooming Lawrels flouriſh round thy Name: 
Still vanquiſh'd France beneath thy Sword is found, 
And fam'd Poictiers bleeds freſh at every Wound. 


The ſame great Pow'r, victorious Orange bore, 
From warlike Belgium, to the Britiſh Shore : 0 


E%⸗fvjl r ww ww © 
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+ Henry II. conquer'd Funce in ſeveral Battles, and ſubdu'd Ireland. 
The Black Prince. 


Gave 


land. 


ave 


[19] 
Gave his fair Reign with Godlike Deeds to ſhine, 
And fix'd the juſt Succeſſion in his Line. 


Vet Tyrants fierce your angry Juſtice dread ; 
Where Ruin rages, and dire Tumults ſpread. 
Struck by your Hand che furious Gloſter fell, 

When mightier + Richmond plung'd the avenging 
Wich tranſport, Britain views the guſhing gore, 

And joys in Henry, as ſhe mourn'd before. 

See! where the Shades majeſtick hail the Wound, 
And martyr'd Monarchs joyful hover round ! 

There royal e Henry, there good Clarence ſtands, 
There the fifth + Edward, breathleſs from his Hands 


— 


+ Aſter G er's Death King of EAg , by the Name of Heary VII. 
* Henry VI. 
+ Put to Death by G/7/er at Eleven years of Age. 


C. 2 Much- 
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Much- injur d Princes! When your mighty Woe 
Britannia wept, what Tears were ſeen to flow ! 
Old Thames, with Sorrow heard the Plaintive moan, 
And diſtant Tuede reſounded with the Groan. 
Plinlbymmon's Heights the piercing Notes rebound, 
And Windſor's Echo's anſwer to the Sound: 
Our weeping Genius hung his languid Head, 
And in deep Murmurs wail'd the royal Dead. 


To Sounds more ſprightly, tune the ſpeaking Lyre, 
Deſcend ſoft Joy! and happier Airs inſpire ; 
To Brunfwick's Name the vocal Hills ſhall ſound. 
And lo! ſoft Muſick cheers the Hills around: 
'Fhe-Strains triumphant float along the Sky ; 
The Vallies echo, and the Groves reply: 


Ve 


Ye 


[ 22 ] 
Ye Groves! that waving on the Mountains brow, 
Stretch your long Shadows o'er the Fields below; 
Where tow'ring Elms their verdant Honours ſpread, 
And Oaks majeſtick lift their ſacred Head. 

By whom. the Britons their firſt Honours ſhare, 
In Peace qur Beauty, and our Strength in War: 
What Climes ſo-e'er your future Forms ſurvey, 
Born from the Hills, and planted in the Sea: 
Whether in Peace you cut the watry Plain, 


And waft fair Commerce o'er the bounteous Main, 


Or charg'd with Armies, bid your Thunders roar, 
And carry War to ſome far-diſtant Shore. 
Declare how Brunſwick, with unbounded Reign, 
Exalis your Fame, and awes the ſubject Main. 
Like Jove ſends ferth the Enſigns of his Pow'r, 
Till furious Kings ſhall riſe in rage no more. 


For 
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For thee, O Torrington! to England dear, 
In Friendſhip gen'rous, and in Honour clear. 
For thee freſh Wreaths ſhall future Time prepare 
As thy pleas'd Country triumphs in thy Care, 
The Muſe too, ſtudious of thy fair Renown, 

Shall bind thy Temples with a naval Crown. . 
A Crown! to flouriſh ever with thy Praiſe, 


Here paus'd th' adventrous Muſe, and * 
* Where high in Air Heria's Cities riſe. 
« If her ſtern King for Battle ſhou d declare, 
« To fing the loud Alarms, The Rage of War. 
And various Pow'rs that in the Cauſe ſhou'd | 
From freezing Yokgo, to the burning Line? "7 
« At 


Zyes 


oin, 


1 
« At length twas Peace — And lo l a Scene appears 
« With warmer Joys replete, and happier Years. 
« Dire Diſcontent, and lou'ring Tumulr flies, 


And Plenty ſtreams luxuriant from the Skies, 
« Hence Britain's Councils ſhall the World engage, 
« Spight of vain Faction, and fierce Party-Rage. 

Hence whilſt the States, O Cheſterfield ! admire 

Thuy lafty Genius, and true Patriot Fire, 

Thy Native Iſle thy gen'rous Brow ſhall grace, 

Wich Laurels worthy thy illuſtrious Race. 
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